A Paſtoral Copy preſented to His M A FES TY” 


at CAMBRIDGE, by a Nobleman of that 
UNIVERSITY. 


AIL, migity PAN! what Freſent ſhall we pay 
To your Aulpicious Deity to day ? 
We are the meaneſt of your ruſtick Swains ; 
And have no other Palace but our Plains. 


Untaught in Courtly Galantry we come 
To oive the enteriatament of our home. 


Part of the poor increaſe our fortunes have, 
And that. beſides, your kind indulgence gave. 
Thoſe baſhful Nymphs, our Muſes, bluſh to ſee, 
A Train fo gay attend your Deity, 

Whilſt they clad in their homesſpun ſtuff ſcarce dare 
Look on the great proceſſion, though from tar. 
With what a trembling reverence their hands 
Cull all the choiceſt flow'rs that grace the Lands, 
To bind your brows with ſuch an Ornament, 

As all their Artleſs conſults cou'd invent! 

'Tis you, Great Sir, that gives us peaceful days, 
One ſmile from you revives our dying Bays : 

For when th'appearing Buſtles of the State 
Scem'd to diſturb our Studies, as of late, 
Under the ſpreading umbrage of your Oak 

We fate ſecurely from the Thunder-ſtroak. 

But now the pow'rtnl glory of your Crown 

Has forc't the fond aſpiring Vapours down ; 

Has banith'r all the thickning miſts afar, 

And once again has clear'd the troubl'd Air. 
Now in the kinder Sun-ſhine of your Reign, 
We'l bask our ſelves, and feel new life again, 
We'l dedicate Solemnities to you, 

And all our ancient harmleſs ſports renew, 

TIpon the banks of aged Cam we'l (it, 

Whilſt ſome kind covert, ſhades us from the heat. 
There on our Reeds we'l pipe unto the Groves, 
And make the watry Nymphs forget their Loves. 
The Current ſhall wich gentle murmurs run, 

And pleaſed at its calm, ſmile on the Sun. 

The gentle Gales ſhall in ſoft Breezes ing, 


Amongſt the liſtning Trees, God bleſs t e King. 
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